1                                                   CHAPTER IV
:                                  " God is love, and they that love dwell in God, they understand the life of
I                              God, and to them the world seems very good and people kind and true."
ON December 3rd, 1870, Mr. Barnett and I first met. It was at the birthday party of Miss Oetavia Hill. In inviting Miss F. Davenport Hill she wrote :
Saturday evening December 3rd is our party for our old tenants here. Oh I do come if you possibly can.
I remember going early to help Miss Oetavia with the arrangements, and doing her beautiful hair in a more becoming way than in the tight twist at the back, which was where she usually carried it on her shapely head. I recall the guests coming in shyly by the back entrance, and the rather exaggerated cordiality of Miss Octavia's greeting in the eSort to make them feel welcome; and Miss Miranda's bright tender way of speaking to everyone exactly alike, were they rich or poor; and old Mrs. Hill's curious voice with its rathey rasping purr of pride and pleasure and large-heartedness, as she surveyed her motley groups of friends ; and the two Miss Harrisons, those beautiful and generous artistic souls, the one so fat and short and the other so tall and thin, and their duet, purposely wrongly rendered to provoke the communion of laughter, ending with the invitation to everyone to say " quack, quack," as loudly as each was able, if only to prove they were all " ducks." Miss F. Davenport Hill was there, and Mr. E. 0. Maurice and Miss Emma Cons and Miss Emily Hill and Mr. Barnett.
He and I were never introduced, but sat next to each other at the abundant homely meal to which all the guests, still in their out-door garments, sat down together—not the poor sitting and the rich waiting—and we talked; I, knowing that he was " the Curate" and thinking half contemptuously of him as a member of that fraternity; he, as he told me long afterwards, wondering what this
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